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	no one knows

The rain pounded against the silver slate on which he stood, washing away any evidence of him being there. The disillusioned scene below him erased all the beautiful memories he'd had there. The daily strolls with his one true love, Rebecca, the midnight grocery runs he'd make for her when she was pregnant with Cheyanne, all the countless laughs, smiles, and tears that had build the foundation over which they breathed. She was his brightest hour, his good as it got.

Rebecca died three months ago today, on Shawn's birthday. How fitting it was that the day he'd celebrate life was the same day he'd mourn death. The stains coating his face made evident that he was not yet passed the grief.

They said she died fast, that she probably didn't feel any pain. The police officer that pacified Shawn, who remains nameless in the recesses of his mind to this day, said that the bullet struck the base of her spine, she was dead within seconds. He said that there was nothing that Shawn could've done to save her that day, that is was just another case of wrong place wrong time. How indulgent of the people who are being paid to keep people safe to tell me that there was nothing that they could do.

Since that time, friends have fallen away and family members have given up. Shawn had spiraled back into his drug abuse soon after, and later escalated to self harm. The way the thin blade slid across his flimsy skin sent a rush through his body. He felt alive again for the first time in months. Hunter tried to get him help, but Shawn had shut his mind out to anything but the memory of his black haired beauty.

On April 3, his two kids were removed from his home. He remembered the night it happened. The police rushed into his home and pulled them from their tucked beds. He didn't even get to say goodbye. The room where they lie were still made up as if Shawn was waiting for them to come bursting through the doors, but he knew the truth. He was alone, completely alone, and no ounce of human compassion was ever going to bring him back.

It was on April 13, that he decided he couldn't live another day, so he found himself here, on Blanco road in San Antonio, Texas on an abandoned high-bridge that looked over the city. He stared down at the watery grave just beneath him. The water was murky, like him- dark and musty. It smelled of something too wretched to put into any combination of 26 letters.

It'd be so easy, so damn easy, all he has to do is let go. Let go of all the pain and torture, let go of all the sadness, let go of it all.

He wondered what I'd feel like to die. He'd only so much as read about the feelings of drowning and feeling great pressure as the water flooded into your lungs, but Shawn couldn't help but stand here and let his mind wander to the darkest crevices of reality.

However much he could convince himself of the pain he'd feel, nothing paled in comparison to the crippling pain that led him to the bridge. His eyes cracked open every morning to an empty bed and an empty house. He just couldn't take the silence.

His eyes snapped open as a large shadow was cast over his small frame. The vibrant sun was no longer gleaming against the water, making the river fade to a sea of darkness.

"Shawn?" the shadow inquired.

Shawn couldn't tear himself away from the majesty and the brilliance of his impending grave.

"Shawn, what are you doing out here? It's way too cold to be taking in the wonders of nature, especially at this ungodly hour." He continued.

Shawn's lips curved into the shape of a sideways smile, mustering all the pure humor he could feel.

"That's why," Shawn answered, "no one would bother to care about my life one way or the other at 4 in the morning."

His mind's eye presented a mixture of feelings. The grief, the guilt, the resentment; it was all blending into one angst-filled blur that removed the numerous pleadings of his best friend, his only friend. His voice had faded into near obscurity, but Shawn could still feel the smack of Hunter's words against his back.

"I know you're hurting," Hunter sympathized as Shawn drifted closer to the edge, "but do you think that any of this is going to bring Becky back?"

Shawn's chuckles were now audible.

"This isn't about bringing her back, this isn't about avenging her death, I want to be with her. I've said my peace, Hunter. I'm done fighting." He admitted as a lone tear froze against his cheek.

"What about your kids, Shawn? What about Cam and Chey? Have you even thought about the fact that your decision here today could be orphaning them?"

Shawn listened as he stared down into the icy turbulence of the waves sloshing up against the support beams. He knew how easy all this could be.

"My kids will be fine." Shawn assured, unsure if he was convincing Hunter or rather himself.

"How do you know that, Shawn? Look at what you're willing to do to get your wife back. What do you think your kids are going to do?" Hunter yelled as his words swirled around the confused soul.

Hunter took a few steps towards the wounded warrior.

"They are going to be sad, and confused, and angry, and then they're going to think that it was their fault, just like you felt." Hunter said.

With every word that left his lips, Hunter took another step closer until he was within arms reach. He could've easily pulled him away from the dangerous cascade of seeming relief, but Hunter knew that Shawn needed to come off that ledge on his own merit.

"And you know the worst thing, Shawn? The worst thing is that you might not die," Hunter began, "because if you don't die on impact, I'm going to pull you out of the water, and I'm going to save you because you are the most important person in my life."

Tears began to well in the seemingly unbreakable one's eyes.

"You will regret this," Hunter cried.

"I don't even have my kids anymore, Hunter," Shawn wailed. "I've lost them. I fucked everything up and now they're gone."

The water's icy depth sent shivers down Shawn's spine.

"You are doing everything you can," Hunter assured. "You are a man who fights demons every day of his life, and for that you are a hero."

Hunter looked around the abandoned abyss, no one in sight.

"I just want to be done, Hunter. Vince hates me, my peers hate me, _you_ hate me but you won't admit it," Shawn said. "Why can't you just admit it? I'm a burden to you, I cause you pain," Shawn threw his hands up in the air. "I mean, look at where you are right now! You're trying to talk your deadbeat friend off of a ledge."

The burning of a thousand unshed tears blinded Hunter. He could feel the pain of his friend penetrate through the toughest part of his core.

"You are the most important person in my life," Hunter cried. "When Steph left me last year, you were there. When she took my kids, you were there. You are the reason that _I'm _still here." Hunter confessed, "I can't lose you."

The tears blinded Shawn from his obvious pain. He took a step away from the ledge as Hunter grabbed his arm from down below and pulled him into the safe oblivion of the sidewalk. Hunter wrapped his large arms around the broken frame of the world's icon. Shawn had asked the Lord that he wasn't sure existed for a sign before he came out here, and he got one.

He was far from healed, but for the first time, he felt consoled.

He only hoped that this feeling would last forever.

**Please Review!**


End file.
